7be mofi lamentable Tra^cdie 

I read it in the Grammer long ago?. 

Maori i iaft, a veriein Horae CfXiHnx on haueit. 

Now what a thing it is tobean A fie, 

H c eres no found ieft»the old man hath found their gilt. 
And fends the weapons wraptabout with lines, 

T hat wouhdfbeyond tbcirfceIing)to the quick? 

But were our witty Eniprefie well a foote, 

She would applaud Andrenicus conceit, 

But let her reft in her vnreft awhile. 

And now young Lords, waft not a happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rome ft ranger 5 . and more then fo 
Captiues tobeaduaaetd to this height? 

It did me goodbeforethePaliaci gate, 

To.braue thcTnbune inhis brothers hearing. 

‘Demet. Buc me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bal'ely infinuate, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord Demetrtnt^ 

Did yeti not vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Dtmei* 1 would we had a thoufand RornaneDanus 
At fuchabav, by turne toferueourluft. 

Chiron. A charitabi'c wilh and full ofioue. 

Moore, Hterc lacks but your mother for to fay Amen. 
0 won. And that would file fortwenty thoufand more. 
Demet, Come let vs g-e and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 
Trumpets ^O'end. 

t Dcm, Why clothe Eniperorstrumpetsflourilhtbus? 

Chiron. Belike for ioy the Emperour hath a (onne. 
Dime, Soft, who comes liters ? 

Enter Nurfi with a blacke n Moore childe, 

CE(ffr, Good morrow Lords, O tell me did you lee Aron ’ ,£ 
Aron. Well, more or Idle, or nere a yv hit at all, (Moore 

He ere 


cfTimAndronkm. t 

wcarcaU vndo “? 


acuucicu — 

Tow home? 

ren.^ 

Heerc is thebabe as loathfome as a toad, 

Sweetblowsjouareabeautious bloffome fore. 

<T) e me, ViUaine what haft thou done . 

Aron. Thatwhich thou canft not vndoe. 

Chiron. Thou haft vndoneour mother. 

Aren . ViUaine, lhaue done thy m ° l , a , a 
Demet. An d therein helhfli dog thou baftvndone, 

Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathedchoy ce, 

Accurft the offpring of fo foule a liend. 

Chiron* It (hall not hue. 

Aron, Itlhall not die. 

Nurfe. Aron it mull, the mother wds it fo. 

Aron. What muff it Nutfe? thenletnomanbut I, 

Doe execution on mv and b^ood. 

Dm* He broach the tadpole on my B« •}«* P°^ lt » . 

M wife giue it me, my fword fhah foonedifpatc i * Aran- 
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